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That's Amore 
Bv: BETH T RAFTON 
"Who the fuck ate the last slice of honey garlic?" 
"What are you talking about? Those were your slices, you 
probably ate them. Calm down." 
"How can I calm down? I specifically ordered th ree slices 
of honey garlic, and there's none in the damn box, Sam. I 
only ate one slice." 
"You're drunk; you probably forgot that you ate them 
already. Those last couple of shots might have really 
messed you up. Grape bombs plus grape bombs plus you 
equals invisible pizza." 
"Don't be an ass; I'd remember that, at the very least. I 
don't fuck around with honey garlic. You should know 
that. Where the fuck is my fucking pizza?" 
"Well, I don't know what to tell you. There are still a 
couple extra pieces of pizza in the box you can eat. You 
are being ridiculous right now." 
"That's not the point. I ordered those slices for myself and 
now they are fucking gone. Do you even have any idea 
how upset this makes me?" 
"Oh boy, do I." 
"Excuse me, do you? Do you even care? Like, seriously? 
Do you even care that the pizza that I ordered, my 
absolute favorite pizza, is no longer in that stupid little 
white box? Like, not at all?" 
"To be honest, not really. You are so wasted. Just shut the 
fuck up about the pizza. Nobody cares about pizza 
this much." 
"Figures. You don't care about anything anymore. Just 
pretend that I'm too drunk to know the d ifference." 
"Please don't start this right now; I can't deal with you and 
your pizza bullshit tonigh t, J ordan." 
"My p izza bullshi t? Please, do elaborate." 
'Tm not doing this." 
"No, we are doing this right now. What bu llshit? How 
about how you have been gone for the last th ree days, and 
I haven't said shit?" 
"I've been busy at work." 
"No, it's more than that." 
"I don't know what you are talking about. Let's just go to 
bed. We aren't going to start this now." 
"How about the fact that this is the firs t t ime we've hung 
out in weeks. I didn't want to say anything, but I can't 
keep this to myself anymore ." 
"Talked in weeks? Don 't be dramatic. I'm he re all the 
fucking time, and you are just looking for an excuse to 
fight because you are drunk and upset about pizza. Do 
you even hear yourself? J ust stop, p lease." 
"Are you even listening to me at all? Sam, you haven't 
been here, that's the thing. You haven't been here. You 
don't care anymore. You are never here. Just tell me the 
truth, tell me that you don't care anymore." 
"How in the hell did you just jump from disappearing 
pizza to this so quickly? I will never understand how your 
brain works. But seriously, I refuse to be a part of this 
dumb conversation. There's nothing wrong. 
Stop pushing." 
"No. I'm p issed now. I know you a te my pizza, and I know 
you want to break up with me. Just admit it. I can't take 
this anymore." 
"I'm going to bed; you can e ither join me or sleep on the 
couch. This is done. You are off your fucking rocker." 
"Don't walk away from me you, Ass-face." 
"Ass-face? What are you, five years old?" 
"Fuck you!" 
"Fine. You really want to do this?" 
"Yes. Lay it on me. I can take it." 
"Ok, then. I can't stand anything about you anymore. Your 
whiney voice, your beady eyes, the fact that you freak out 
about every goddamn thing. Even the thought of coming 
home to you makes me cringe." 
"Oh yeah? Is that so?" 
"Yeah, it sure is. And you want to know something else?" 
"What?" 
"Fuck it, I don't want to be with you anymore. I'm done. 
I'm moving out." 
"Wait, is this for real, for real?" 
"You bet your sweet ass it is. And hey, to answer your 
initial question, I did eat your pizza. And it was 
fucking delicious." 
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